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BYNOPSIS, “Gavitt—John Woesley Gavitt™ of o book may put anvihing eolse he| the end of the argument the conserv-
—_—2 “All vight: off with you,” sald the | plogses In it and snap his fingers at | ative one had extorted s conditional
Kennet Griswaold, an anful | Hberptor, curtly: and with that he | the world, If 1 am goiug to live in the promise from her nlece. The matter
:‘r‘i'l:.;‘r“.]':-;---ln. ‘y “,‘_"'r_,li"",‘-__.l'.‘ll.l';I'.,‘_ i Ohi shouldered the slek man's load and | same town with her I ought to jot her ild remain in abhevance until the
lere's restaurant In New Orfogr and ! fell Into line In the ant procession | down on paper before 1 lose the keen  question of consclentious obligation
2::{:"};,'.,:,“:.'.,17\{,','}t"";'l',\' .H,| "".,‘,' :\,.,,,_'w' Onee on board the steamer, he fol-| edge of the first lmpression.” il heen submitted to Charlotte's fa
Galbraith, presfitont of the Hayou Scaee | lowed his fle leader aft and made He considered It for a4 moment, and | ther and declded by him.
ﬁ";“';.’l";:,";;_':, e ""f."‘“l'.,""f',.‘,'.' i Fitode | It his first care to find a eafe biding | then got up and went in search of a| An hour later, when Miss Gilman
he cwcipes the hue and ory | place for the tramp's bundle in the  pencll and a scrap of paper. The dog. | was deep In the last Installment of the
; = knotted handkerchief. ‘That done, he ing night elerk gave him both, with | enrrent serinl, Charlotte let her book
CHAPTER |l1—Continuad. stepped into the line agaln, and be- | & sleepy maledietion thrown in; and | #lip (rom her fingers and gave herself
— came the slek man's substitute in fact. | he went back to the engine room and | to the passive enjoyment of the slow-
“The dragon may have teeth and It was toll of the shrewdest, and he | seribbled his word pieture by the Hght ' ly-passing panorama which s the chief
claws, but It can nelther ses nor

smell,” he sald, conmtemptuously, turn-
ing his steps riverward again. “"Now
1 have only to chooge my route and go

|I drew breath of blessed rellef whon the !
| lant man staggered up the plank with
his burden. The bell was clunglng its
hal summons, and the slowly ¥fevolv-

fu peace How and where are the ing paddlewheels were taking the
ouly remalning questions (o be ans| couin rrom the mooring lines, Deing
awered."”

For an hour or more after his re-
turn to the riverfront, Griswold dled
up and down the leves; nnd the end
of the interval found him stiil undecid
ed as to the manner and direction of

hie flight—to suy nothing of the choics |

of a destination, which was even more
evaslve than the other and more im-|
mediately pressing declslon,

His first thought had been to go back
to New York. But there the risk of
datection would be greater than else-
where, and he declded that there was
no good reason why he should incur
it. Besldes, he argued, there woere oth-
&r felds in which the poclologieal
studies could be pursued under condl-
tions more favorable than those to be
found in a great city. In his mind's
eye he saw himself domiclled In some
thriving interior town, working and
studying among peopls who were not
unindividualized by an artifliclu) en-
vironment. In such & community
theory and practice might go hand in
hand; he could know and be known;
and the money at his command would
be vastly mors of &' molding and con-
trolling influence than it could possi-
bly be In the smallest of circles In
New York. The pleture, struck out
upon the instant, pleased him, and hav-
fng sufMclently {dealized it, he adopted
it enthusiastically as an {nspiration,
leaving the mere geographical detall
to arrauge [tself as chance, or subse-
quent events, might determine.

That part of the problem disposed
of, there yeot remalned the cholee of a
line of flight; and it was a small thing
that finally decldod the manner of his
golug. For the third time in the hour
of almless wanderings he found him-
pell loltering opposite the borth of the
Bolle Julie, an upriver steambont |
whose bell gave sonorous warning of
the approaching moment of departure.
Tolling roustabouts, tralling fn and out
Mke an endless procesgion of human
anta, were hurrying the last of the oar-
g0 nboard. |

“Poor dovils! They've been told
that they are free men, and mrlmpn'
thoy belleve it. But surely no u!;n‘u|
of the Toulon galleya was ever in bit-
torer bondage. Free7—yen,
free to toll and sweat, to bear burdens
And to be driven lke cattle under the
yoke! Oh, good Lord!—look at that!"

The ant procession had attacked the
fnal tier of boxes In the lading, and
one of the burden-bearers, a white
man, bad stumbled and fallon ke a
arushed pack animal under a load too
heavy for him. Griswold was beside
him in & moment. The man could not
rise, and Griswold dragged him not un-
tenderly oul of the way of the others.
i "Where are you hurt?"

The crushed one sat up and spat
fbolood,

“1 don’t know: Inside, somawhores.
T been dyin’ on my feet any time for
& year or two back.”

"Consumption?” gueried
briefly.

[ "I reckon wso.”

*'Then you have no earthly business
in & deck crew., Don't yvou know
that?"

The man's samile was a ghastly face-

wrinkling.
i “"Reckon 1 hain't got any business
noywheres—out'n o horspitul or a hole
in the ground. But I kind o' thought
I'd llke to be planted ‘longside the
womunn and the ehilder, If 1 could mako
out gome way to glt there”

“Where?"

The consumptive named a small riv-
er town in lowa

In Griswold lmpulse was the domi

ant chord always struck by an appoenl |

o his sympathies, His compazsion
went siraight to the mark, as it was
sure to do when his pocketsg were not
emply.

“What 18 the fare by rall to your
town?" he Inquired.

. “Ldon't know: I never asked. Some:
wheres betweesn twenty and thirty dol-

Griewold,

than I've seen gence the woman dled.”

Criswold hastily counted out a hun-
dred dollars from his pocket fund and
thrust the monsy Into the man's hand.

“Take that and change places with
me.” he commanded, slipping on the
mask of grufiness again, “Pay your
fare on the train, and I'll tuke your
job on the boat. Don't be a fool!™ he
added. when the man put his face in
his bands snd began to choke, “IUs
& fair enough exchange, and I'll get as
much out of It one way as you will
‘the other, What is your name? 1

| spring

| ings, and the resolve became suffielent-

" "One place 18 as good s another, Just

| am sure 've never heard of Wahnska.”

near the bow line Griswold was one |
{ of the two who spring ashore at the |
mute's bidding to cast off, He was |
' backing the hawser out of the last of
its half-hitches, when a carrlage was
driven rapidly down to the #tage and
two tardy passengers hurrled aboard.
| The mate bawled from his station on
the hurricane deck.

"Now, then! Take a turn on
llne out there and get
trunks aboard! Lively!”

The larger of the two trunks lell to |
the Iate recrult; and when he had set |
It down at the door of the designated
stateroom, he did half absently what |

that
themn

| John Gavitt might have done without

blam#: read the tacked-on card, which
bora the owner's name and address,
written in n firm hand: “Churlotte |
Farnham, Wahaska, Minnesota," I

“Thunk you,” sald & musical volce
alt his elbow. “May I trouble you to
put it Inside?”

Griswold wheeled as If the mild-
toned request bad been a blow, and
was properly ashamed. But when he
saw the speaker, consternation prompt-
ly slew all the other emotlons., For
the owner of the tagged trunk was the
young woman to whom, an hour or so
earller, he had given place at the pay-
Ing teller's wicket In the Bayon State
Becurity,

She saw his confusion, charged it to
the card-reading at which she had sur-
prised him, and smiled. Then he met
her gaze falrly and became sane agaln
when he was assured that she did not
recognize him: became sane, and
whipped off his cap, and dragged the
trunk into the gtateroom, After
which he went to hia place on the
lower deck with a great thankfulness
throbbing in his heart and an inchoate
resolve shaping ftself fn his braln.

Late that night, when the Belle Julle |
was well on her way up the great
river, he flung himself down upon the
sitcked coffes on the engine room-guard
to snateh a little rest between land-

Iy cosmic to formulate (tself In words.,

“I'Il eall it an oracle,” he mused.
a0 It Is Inconseguent enough, Aund I

Now Griswold the socldl rebel was,
before all things else, Griswold the {m-
ugloative Ilterary craltsman; and no
sooner wasa the question of his ultl-
mate destination settled thus arbitrari-
Iy than he began to prefigure the place
{ and Its probable lacks and havings.
This process brought him by ensy
stuges to pleasant {dealizings of Mdsa
Charlotie Farnham, who was, thus far,
the only tangible thing connected with
the destination dream. A little farther

|

of the swinging incandescent
He read it over thoroughly when It
wins finished, changing a word here

charm of inland voyaging.

From where she was sitting she
e¢ould ses the steamer's yawl swinging
and a phrase there with a craftsman’s | from its tackle at the stern-staff; and
fidelity to the exactnesses, Then he | after many minutes t was slowly
shook his head regretfully and tore the | borne In upon her that tlie ropes wera
serap of paper (nto tiny squares, scat- | rking loose A man came aft to
tering them upon the brown flood | make the loosened tpekle fast.
surging past the engine room gangway, | something half familiar {in his man-

“It won't do,” he confessed reluet-| ner attracted Charlotte's attention,
antly, as one who sacriflees good liter- | ynd lier aves followed him as he went

Wi

[

ary miterinl to a stern senge of the | gn and holsted the yawl into place.
fitness of things, “It {8 nothing I-".r\l When he eame back she had a falr
than a cold-blooded sacrilege. 1 oan’t | wight of his face and her eyes met his,

muke copy of her If 1 write no mora | Iy

the single swift glance half-formed
while the world standa,”

| suspicion beeame undoubted certainty
l she looked again and hor heart gave a
groat bound and then scemed sud-
‘d—-n.’y to forget its office, It was use-
lesds to try to eseape from the dismay-

CHAPTER
The Deck Hand,

Charlotte Farnhnm's frienda —thelr
number was the number of those who
had seen her grow from <hildhaod |
to malden—and womanhood—com-
monly {dentified her for inquiring
strangers as "'good old Doctor Bertie's
‘only. " adding, men and women alike,
thut she was as well-balanced and sen-
glble as she was good to look upon.

Bhe had been spending the winter
at Pass Christian with her aunt, who
was an Invalld; and it was for the
invalld’s sake that she had declded
to make the return journey by river.

So it had come about that their
staterooms had been taken on the
Belle Julle, and on the morning of
the second dany out from New Or-
leans, Miss Gilman was so far from
being travel sick that she was able to
8it with Charlotte in the shade of the
hurricane deck aft, and to enjoy, with
what quavering enthusiasm there was
In her, the matehless seenery of the
lower Mississippl.

At DBaton Rouge the New Orleans
papers came aboard, and Miss Farn-
ham bought a copy of the Loulsianian.
As a matter of course, the first page
lender was a eclrcumstantial account
of the daring robbery of the Bayou

V.
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State Seocurity, garnished with star |4

tling hendlines. Charlotte read ft, |\ - .
half-absently at first, and a second | The Niche Between the Coffee Sacks
tlme, with interest awakened and a Was Empty.

qulekening of the pulse when she real. |

ized that she had actually been a wit- | Ing fact.  The stubble-bearded deck-

hand with the manner of a gentleman
was most unmistakably a later reino-
carniation of the pleasantly smliling
voung man who had courteously made
way for her at the teller's wicket in
the Bayou State Security; who had
smiled and given place to her while
ha was holding his pistol rimed ,at

ness of the final act in the neartrag-
edy. Her little gasp of belated horror
brought a-query from the invalid.

"What is It, Charlle, dear?"

For answer, Chiarlotte read the news-
paper story ol the robbery, headlines
and all

“For pity's suke! in broad daylight!

How shockingly bold!" commented | Presldent ﬂa}hmth. -
Migs Gilman. It was sald of Charlotte Farnham
“Yeas; but that wasn't what made that she was sensible beyond her

vears, and withal strong and straight-
forward in honesty of purpose. None
the less, she was a woman., And when
she saw what was before her, cou-
sclence turned traitor and fled away
to glve place to an uprush of hesitant
doubts born of the sharp trial of the
moment

She got upon her feet, steadying her-
salf by the back of her shair. She felt

me gasp. The paper says: ‘A young
lady was at the teller's window when
the robber came up with Mr. Gal-
braith—" Aunt Fanny, 1 was the
‘young Iady't"™

“You? horrors!" ejaculated the In-
valld, holding up wasted hands of dep-
recation,

Charlotte the well-balanced, smiled
at the purely personal limitations of

]

She Saw His Confusion, and Charged
It to the Card Reading.

along her personality lald hold of him
and the ldeallzings became purely lit-
Grary.

“She |8 a magnificently strong type!®
was his summing up of her, made
while be was lylog flat on his bock
and staring absently st the fitting
whndows among the deck beams ovor-
head. “Her face 18 as readable as only
the face of A woman instinetively good
and pure in heart can be. Any man

may have to borrow It

who can put her between the covers

' her aunt's point of view,
"It I8 very dreadful, of course; but
it 18 no worse just bocause 1 happenad
| to be there, Yet It seems ridiculously
| Incredible. I ean hardly belleve {t,
even now."

that she c¢ould not trust herself If she
onee admitted the thin edge of the
wedga of delay, The simple and
stralghtforward thing to do was to go
immediately to the captain and tell him
of her discovery, but she shrank from

“Ineredible? How?"

“Why, there wasn't anything about
it to suggest a robbery. Now that 1
know, 1 remember that the old gentle-

the thought of what must follow, They
would selze him: he had proved that
he was a desperate man, and there
would be & struggle. And when the

man did seem anxious or worried, or | Struggle was over they would bring
at least, not quite eomfortnble some | Mm to Ler and she would have Lo
way; but the young man wang smiling | #tand forth as his accuser

y | pleasantly, and he looked like anything It was too shocking, and she caught
| rather than n desperate cerlminal” at the suggestion of an alternative

| " Miss GHiman's New Eugland congery-
atlsm, unweakened by her long

1:!1-111'0 in the West, took the alarm at

with & gasp of rellef, She might write
to Presldent Galbraith, giving suech a
deseription of the deck-hand ag would

rest

onee. | enable the officers to Identify him
| “But no one in the bank knew you | wWithout her personal help It was
They coulin't trace you by your fu- | like dealing the man a treacherous
‘ﬂu-r'a dreaft and lettor of (dentifica dow In the back, but shie thought it
{ ton, could they?" vould be kinder

| Charlotte was mystified. "1 should “Aunt Funny,"” she bogan, with her
suppose they could, If they wanted to, | faca averted, “1 promised you 1
| But why? What if they could?" vouldn't write to Mr, Galbraith until
| “My dear child; don't you see? They  alter we repched home—until I had

are sure 1o cateh the robber, sooner told papa. 1 have been thinking about

or later, and if they know how to find | it slnce, and 1—1 think 1t must be
you, you might be dragged into court | done at once.™
as o witness!” . . . . . . .

Miss Farnbam was not less averse Griswold had come upon Miss Farn.
to publieity than the conventlonalities  ham unexpectedly, and when he passed
demanded, but she had, or belleved she | her on his way forward he had mean
had, very clear a® well-defined fdeas the swift change in her face betoken-
of her own touching her duty in any | Ing some sudden emotion, and the rec-
matter involving a plain question of ollection of it troubled him.
right and wrong. What if this clear-oyed young person

“I shouldn’t walt to be dragged.” | had recognized him? Ho knew that
she asserted quletly. “It would be &' the New Orleans papers had come
slmple duty to go willingly, The Arst ghoard; he had seen the folded copy
thing I thought of was that 1 ought| of the Louislanian in the invalld's Iap.
to write at once to Mr. Galbralth, giv-| Consequently, Miss Farnham knew of
ing him my address.” I

| the robbery, and the incidents were
Thereupon Iesued discussion. At | fresh lo her mind. ‘What would she

do If she had penetrated his -'lhﬂs:'n-m‘.‘l

He bhad & shock of genuine terror
at thiy point and his skin prickled as
at Lthe touch of something loathromae.
Up to that moment he had suffered
nons of the paing of the hunted fu-
gltlve; but he knew now that he hnd
fairly entered the gates of the out-
Inw's Inferno; that however cunning.
Iy he might cast about to throw his
purguers off the track, he would never
agialn know what it was to be wholly
free from the terror of the arrow that
flieth by day,

The force of the Seriptural simile
came to him with startling emphasis,
bringing on a return of the prickling
digmay. The stopping of the paddie-
wheels and the rattling clangor of the
gang-plank winch aroused him to ac-
tlon and he shook off the creeping
numbness and ran aft to rmmage un-
der the cargo on the
guards for his precious bundle,
s hand reached the place where it
should have been, the blood surged
to his brain and set up a clamorous
dinning in his ears llke the roaring
of a calaract. The niche hetween the
coffee sncks was empty,

CHAPTER V.
The Chain Gang.

While Griswold was grappling
afresh with the problem of escape, and
planning to desert the Belle Julle at
the next landing, Charlotte sfarnham
was sitting behind the locked door of
her stateroom with a writing pad on
her knee over which for many min-
utes the susgpended pen merely hov-
ered. She lad fatneied that her re-
solve, once fairly taken, would not
stumble over a simple matter of de
tail,
times (0 begin the letter to Mr. Gal-
brafth, the simplicities vanizshed and
complexity stood in thelr room.

Try as slie might to put the sham
deck-hand into his proper place as an
impersonal unit of a class with which
soclety Is at war, he perversely re-
fused to surrender his individuality.
At the end of every fresh effort she
was confronted by the inexorable sum-
ming-up: in a world of phantoms there
wera only two real persons; a man
who had sinned, and a woman who
was about to make him pay the pen-
alty.

It was all very well to reason about
it, and (o say that he ought to be
made to pay the penalty; but that dld
not make it any lessa ghocking that
she, Charlotte Farnham, should be the
one to set the retributive machinery
in motion. Yet she knew she had the
thing to do, and so, after many in-
effectual attempts, the letter was writ-
ten and sealed and addressed, and she
went out to maill it at the clerk's
office,

As it chanced, the engines of the
steamer were slowing for a landing
when she latched her stateroom door.
The doors glving upon the forward
snloon deck were open, and she heard
thé harsh voice of the mate exploding
in sharp commands as the steamer
lost way and edged slowly up to the
river bank. A moment later she was
outslde, leaning on the rail and look-
ing down upon the crew grouped about
the inboard end of the nptilted landing
stage. He was there; the man for
whose destiny accident and the con-
ventional sense of duty had made her
respongible; and as she looked she
had a fleeting gllmpse of his face.

It was curlougly haggard and woe-
begone; so sorrowfully changed that
for an instanl she almost doubted his
{dentity. The sudden transformation
added fresh questionings, and she be-
gan to ask herself thoughtfully what
had brought It about. Then the man

turned slowly and looked up at her as
if the finger of her thought had
touched him. There was no sign of

recogiion in his eyes; and she con-
strained hersell to gnze down upon
him coldly. HBut when Belle Julie's
bow touched the bank, and the wait
ing crew melted suddenly into a tenu-
ous line of burden-bearers, she fled

ongine-room |
When |

But when she had tried a dozen |

» §

gwer; and even the unobservant eaps
tain of river boats saw that she wns
moved and was sorry he had spoken.

In any path of performance there
i& but onea step which g irrevocable,
namely, the final one, and In Charlotte
Farnham’'s besetment this step waa the
malling of the letter to Mr. Galbraith.,
Many times during the evening she
wrought herself up (o the plinging
puint, only to recoil on the very brink;
and when at length she gave up the
the strugegle and went to bed, the
wealed letier was still under her pil-
low,

Now it Is a well-accepted trulam that
an exasperated sense of duty, like
remorse and grief, fights best in the
night watehes, It was of no avall to
protest that her Intentlon was still
unshaken. Consclencs urged that des
lay wae little less dulpable than refus-
ul, since every hour gave the criminal
an added chance of escape. The min-
utes dragged leaden-winged, and to sit
quietly In the sllence and solitude
of the great saloon became a netve-
racking Impossibility,. When it want
past endurance, she rose and stepped
out npon the promenade deck.

The HBelle Julle was approach-
ing a landing,. The electric search-
light eye on the hurricane deck

was just over her head, and its great
white cone seemed to hiss as it poured
its dazzling flood of fietitious noonday
upoen the shelving river bank and the
sloeping hamlet beyond. Out of thae
' dusky underglow came the freight car-
1 riers, glving birth to a file of grotesque
| shudow monsters as they swung up the
! plank into the field of the searchlight.

The toot plank had been drawn in,
! the steam winch was clattering, and
the landing stnge bad begun to come
aboard, when the two men whosge duty
it was to cast off ran out on the tilting
stage and dropped from its shore eud.
One of them fell clumslly, tried to rise,
and sank back inte the shadow; but
the other serambled up the steep bank
and loogened the half-hitehes in the
wel hawser. With the slackening of
the line the steamer began to move
out into the stream, and the man at
the mooring post looked around to
sea what had bosome of his com
panion.

“Get n move on youse!” bellowed
the mate; but instead of obeying, the
man ran back and went on his knees
beside the huddled figure In the
shadow.

At this point the watcher on the
promenade deck began vaguely to un
derstand that the first man was dis-
abled in some way, and that the other
was trying to lft him. While shae
looked, the engine-room bells jangled
and the wheels began to turn. The
mate forgot her and swore out of a full
heart,

She put her fingers in her ears to
shut out the clamor of abusive pro-
fanity; but the man on the bank paid
no attention to the richly emphasized
command to come aboard. Instead, he
ran swiltly to the mooring post, took
a double turn of the trailing hawser
around it and stood by until the strain
ing line snubbed the steamer's bow to
the shore. Then, deftly casting off
again, he darted back to the disablad
man, holsted him bodily to the high
guard, and clambered aboard himsell:
all this while ‘MeGrath was brushing
the fmpeding crew aside to get at him,

Charlotte saw every move of the
gqulck-witted salvage in the doing, and
wanted to cry out in sheer enthusiasm
when it was done. Then, In the light
from the furnace doors, she saw the
face of the chilef aetor; it was the face
af the man with the stubble beard,

Bhe could not hear what MeGrath
| was saying, but she could read hot
| wrath in his gestures, and in the way
! the men fell back out of his reach.
Al but one: the stubble-bearded white
man was facing him fearlessly, and he
appeared to be trying to explain.

Grisweld was ‘rylng to explain, but
the bullying first officer would not let
him. It was a small matter; with the
money gone, and the probability that

through the deserted saloon to her
stateroom and hid the fatal letter un-
der the pillowa in her berth.

That evening, after dinner, she went |

capture and arrest were deferrad only
from landing to landing, a little abuse,
more or less, counted as nothing. But
he was grimly determined to keep Me-

Grath from laying violent hands upon
forward with some of the other pas- l' the megro who had twisted his ankle
sengers to the ralled promenade whieh | iy jumping from the uptilted landing

was the common evening rendezvous, |
The Belle Julle had tled wp at a small
town on the western bank of the great |
river, and the ant procession of rousta- |
bouwls waus o motion, geing laden up |
the swing stage and returning empty |
by the foot plank. Left to herself for |
& moment, Charlotte faced the rafl!
and aguin sought to single out the
man whosge fale ahe mugt decide,

She distinguished him presently; a
grimy, perspiring uanit in
tramping back and forth mechanically, |
staggering under the heaviest ]l-il([ﬂ.;
and staring stonlly at the baeck of his

[ 1¥

the crew, |

slage.

*No; this is one time when you
don‘t skin anybody allve!"™ he retorted,
when a break in the stream of abuse
gave him a chance. “You let the man
alone, FHe couldn't help it. Do you
suppose he spralued an ankle purpose
to give you n chance to curse him
out?™

The mate was & brutal kick
at the erippled negro. Griswold camea
closer,

's roply

(TO BE CONTINUEDD

Cynical Recipe for Success,

file leader in endless round; a picture Oliver UOnlong, suthor of “"Mush-
of misery and despalr, Charlotte | room Town,” ete, recently remarked:
thought, #nd she wns turning away | “A cvnlenl friend told me the other
with tha t].n:‘pl'tnlla rebelllon against | day that the secrat of success was o
the conventions awelling again in her | gt a nawe for Incorruptibility and
heart when Captaln Mayfield Joined | then go ahead and corrupt It for much
her gold. U'm sure there's a weak spot In

‘1 just wapted to show you,” he | this somewhere, but judging from a
sald; and he pointed out a gang af | good many, both of writers and poli-

men repairing a slip In the levee em

| tlelans, perhaps there's something in

bankment below the town landing, 1t | it Only unfortunately 1 can't apply
was o sqund of prisoners in chains. | the reeipe to my own work, because
The fAgures of the convicts wero | 1 have too much fun writing to think
struck out sharply against the dark | about corruption one way or the

background of undergrowth, and the
reflection of the glow on the
river lighted up their sullen faces and
burnished the use-w
log-fetters

“The chain-gang,” sald the captain,
briefly. "That's about where the fel
low that rpbbed the Dayou Btate Se-
curity will bring up, I they catch him

sunset

links in thelr|

i olher
“Cozy" ls Hardly the Word to Use
“Of course,” sald Mrs, M. ' Cack-
| lor, It |s real nice in the newspapers
to describe the new Muehlebach ho-
tel ag cozy and homelike, but I should
call & bullding with a tea furore and a
; oufe conturlon, w ith marble floors and

Ho'll have to bs mighty tough and  pillows of lapsus linguse and male.

well-seasoned if he lives to worry | factlon, and with gleaming chant!

lhrnllﬂ]l twenty yoars of {|lul, don't t'zl'l‘l".‘l1III'I‘I"‘:III!'.'-; fl‘”:nfll(‘ doomed ceil

you think? ings, a great deal more rotund than
But Miss Fmuanham could not aw- | cozy.'—Kancas City Star,




